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When people are informed of my entanglement with the 
feline, they generally ask, "Well, how many cats have you 
got?" When I reply with the number seven. I'm often met 
with gaping mouths and gasps of disbelief Really, I only 
remember one occasion wherein the reaction to my verdict was 
unusually tepid, but to be fair, that particular person did have 
over three hundred cats in her care. 

Why do I put up with so many, you ask? A.re your first 
ideas pitiful ones of loneliness or general insanity? Well, I do 
admit, considering the attitudes of some of them, I may be 
inclined to answer in the latter. They can definitely be more 
trouble than their dumpster-find hides are worth. But, if I may 
be serious for a moment-yes, yes, I know you didn't come for 
the serious, but give me a bit of a chance. 

It must be retained that cats are cats. A.nd, no matter what 
they are-Shirazi, Mau, mongrel, what have you-they've got 
that same soft core, a true cats' core, softened through 
rottenness, like an apple gone bad They scratch, they bite, 
they sass, they fight. You, in turn, bleed, bleed more, curse, 
and curse more. Then again, they trust you despite the fur- 
cuts and the baths and the car rides; if you put them through 
twenty more, they'd still look upon you with that shine of 
trust in their eyes. They know when you need a nose 'kiss' or 
a small headbutt or a rumbling purr; their stock is unlimited and 
they'll give you as much as needed to bring a smile back. A.nd, 
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really, for such things that can't speak a word of Human, they 
try their very best to make a bit of conversation with you. 

Fun fact: they don't often "speak " through voice as us, yet 
they make that special effort to get their point across the way 
they know we'd "understand". 

I'll reiterate-they are conniving beasts, complete with built- 
in weapons and a certain Trojan horse air about them (note, it's 
the cuteness and what it hides). Yet, even still, they do leave us 
with lessons so pure that we'd never learn them amongst our 
fellow man. They show us a certain side to living: freely, yet 
carefully. They leave us with such stories and memories that, 
on every retrospection, we re absolutely immersed in those 
times past. How amazing it is that just one of these four¬ 
legged, pointy-eared animals can introduce you to so much 
depth, through mind and claw alike. 

So, why do I have seven cats? Hm. I suppose I'm just nuts. 
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In all his five years of life, my cat, Pebbles, has been 
infamous for his adventurous nature. Being the embodiment of 
“curiosity killed the cat” (minus the “killed” part-yet), he’s 
gotten himself into all sorts of ridiculous troubles, from getting 
stuck on a neighbor’s gate for two days to waltzing right into 
a cat trap, just for the little plate of chicken. 

One of his most unique escapades took place shortly after I 
moved to Jeddah. A.11 my cats were a little unsettled after a 
fifteen-hour car ride, but after they were introduced to the 
neighborhood the next morning, all four took an immediate 
shine to their new home. Pebbles and his then-baby brother" 
Biscuit, in particular, were the ones who warmed up the 
quickest. They made fast friends with my neighbors, a French- 
Polish family, who would often feed our cats. As their bond 
deepened, the two cats often snuck into the neighbor’s house; 
or rather, they sauntered in when the door opened, like the 
entitled creatures they are. Biscuit was quite welcome in their 
house, since he was the favorite cat, but Pebbles was 
considered more of a nuisance, since he had the tendency to 
hide and was hard to expel. Despite the fact that I tried my 
best to keep Pebbles away, he managed to worm his way into 
the neighbor’s more times than he was welcome. However, 
these unsolicited visits of his were put to a stop by- 
surprisingly—his own poorly-planned course of action. 
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I was enjoying a perfectly nice day before the doorbell rang. 
I almost didn’t open the door, because really, why should I? It 
couldn’t be all that important. But, whatever force compelled 
me to do so anyway certainly came at the right time. My 
neighbor was just about to leave when I finally got to the 
door. 

The first thing she said was this: “Your cat is stuck in our 
mousetrap.” 

My following thought was unpleasant. I envisioned my 
pathetic creature stuck in the traditional mousetrap you see in 
cartoons-the one where the mice always get their tail stuck, 
when, in reality, the other side should be the one under the 
clamp. Rock in my stomach, I followed my neighbor to her 
back door. That’s when I caught the first glimpse of the cat 
through their living room window, and my sadness turned to 
something that could possibly fall between the ranges of 
“gratitude” and “rage”. The thing was not as dead as I thought 
he was—he was very much alive, not to mention very vocal. 
Lucky for him, the neighbors used a glue trap instead of a 
traditional mousetrap. Half of Pebbles’ backside, including his 
tail, was glued to the trap. My neighbor rushed off to get 
something to help un-stick Pebbles, but by the time she got 
back, I had loosened the cat enough and had pulled him right 
off. Perhaps I was a little strong in that moment, but the cat 
had pushed my buttons a little too much this time. I said a 
quick thank you-coupled with an apology-and, with the 
gummed feline under my arm, I went home. 
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The next few hours were agony for both of us. My first 
idea was to wash the glue off of him, so I whipped up some cat 
shampoo and stuck him in the shower. Despite the fact that the 
water barely touched him, Pebbles cried as if he was next in 
line in a slaughterhouse. Pebbles’ wails and the fact that 
bathing him was completely useless led me to thinking a 
haircut would be better. My goal was simple: get off as much 
gummy fur as possible. I took him to the only room that I 
could cut his fur in, and then proceeded to turn on air 
conditioning since it was absolutely sweltering. Of course, at 
that moment, I remembered the AC was out of commission. 

When I was done giving Pebbles his fur-cut, we both 
needed some time away from each other. He sat under the 
breakfast nook, giving me the evil eye, and I stood over the 
kitchen sink trying to pick off the pieces of fur and glue 
stuck to my arms. Still, both of us went about for a few 
weeks looking like a sickly brown-and-white rat 
and hairy-armed werewolf, respectively. 
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Baby Pebbles taking a break from destroying the house 



Resting on the sidewalk after a big day of doing nothing 
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My cat Silver first stumbled into my family and Ts lives as a 
skinny, raggedy cat on the end of his fraying rope. He 
followed my dad home, and, after my dad took pity on him, he 
rested his dirty paws on various parts of the sofa for a week 
straight-with frequent breaks to the food dish. He came across 
as a perfectly lovely cat, who was lazy and quiet and as low 
maintenance as they come. A-fter the Week of Peace, though. 
Silver decided that he was comfortable enough to show his true 
colors, and I was reminded yet again that every cat that parked 
its behind in our home—permanently or otherwise—was a misfit 
of some unfortunate sort. A.nd so. Silver came to be known in 
the family as the Irritating Talking Cat. If you’d like an 
illustration: his naptimes are accented with little “murrps” and 
other assorted, meow-esque noises. He lacks any sort of the 
mysterious appeal other felines possess; while others glide about 
silently, his every step is broadcasted via his vocal chords. Thus, 
expectedly. Silver’s incessant habit, which the vet diagnosed as 
a case of “attention-seeking”, catapulted his brownie points 
with humans and animals alike into the negatives. 

Among Silver’s speech-related losses are in the realm of 
cathood, particularly in hunting. While none of my cats are 
actually any good at hunting or anything “cat-like”, really. 
Silver does make an effort to stalk the brownish doves and 
and sparrows that hop about the yard on a daily basis. In fact. 
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the birds have grown so accustomed to Silver’s mumbling as he 
“hunts” them, that they continue their milling around, and only 
leap into the sky just as Silver’d close in. One of these birds 
was, however, either a stranger to this or simply not playing 
with a full deck. This particular avian had flown into my 
netted patio to feast on some leftover crumbs of cat food 
littered across seven bowls. A.fter it gorged itself, it flew up 
and began its panic. Though the patio door was wide open, the 
bird, which crashed into every other surface, managed to miss it 
entirely. A.s I was heading out to rescue it. Silver sat directly 
under the corner the bird was flailing in, watching intently. I 
didn’t think much of it, given the extensive history of my cat’s 
past failures. Of course, at this very moment, the bird ceased 
flapping, sunk, and landed right in Silver’s jaws. 

A. savage joy took the gray beast’s face. His teeth securing 
the bird, he paraded around the patio, showing off his prize. I 
was sure the dove was dead—its wings were splayed, it was 
still, and, perhaps most obviously, a large cat was biting down 
on it. A-S Silver approached the door to be let in with his 
gruesome gift, he did what, to the bird, was the biggest 
blessing: he meowed Though weak, the winged thing shot out 
of Silver’s mouth, wavered a bit in the air, and then spiraled 
into a flowerpot. With a flurry of feathers, it took off again 
into the yard There, with Silver and his senior. Tux, on our 
heels, my mom and I gathered up the pathetic pile and brought 
it in the house. A-fter ten disastrous minutes and proof beyond 
a reasonable doubt that the bird was able to carry itself just 


8 



fine, it was put outside, out of the reach of Silver. 

You’d think one would learn from being “trapped” 
and then falling to an almost-death. But, then again, that would 
mean you have a brain, unlike the feathered sap. The next 
morning, I came down to the patio in a mess of feathers, with 
my gray cat slumbering in its midst. However, with no avian 
body parts to be seen, I inquired about the situation. My mom 
reported that, earlier. Silver again had the impossible creature— 
who returned for another snack—in his sights. She went out 
and attempted to catch it, but, due to its slippery nature and the 
absence of her glasses, accidentally gripped its tail and yanked 
out its tailfeathers. It was confetti to Silver. I imagine he was 
having the time of his life, having tasted blood one day and 
showered in birdy bits the next. Yet again, it was rescued and 
sent on its way. 

On the third day, there was a bird flitting about the 
patio. Silver, rather tired of missing a chance at murder, scaled 
the walls to reach the panicked bird, which had cornered itself. 
Luckily, I managed to get ahold of it as Silver looked on 
hatefully, his claws suspended in the patio netting. Before 
letting it go, though, I took a closer look at it, as I was 
curious if there really was an animal injudicious enough to 
return to a cat-infested deathtrap again. A.nd wouldn’t you 
know it-it was missing its tailfeathers. 
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One of Silver's favorite napping spots: the sink 



Considering where else he sleeps, the tap should be turned on him next time 
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It is a rare treat to find a cat that actually has very few 
flaws in character. A-fter all, expecting to find a polite cat right 
off the adoption bat is like hoping you’ll wake up in some 
magical land with chocolate rivers flowing and unicorns 
prancing about with platters of candy. But, sometimes-don’t 
bet on it being so soon, though-that unicorn of a cat will 
saunter into your life. I’m lucky to say I own such a fabled 
creature: a half-blind Shirazi, Crookshanks, or “Crookie” as 
he’s known more commonly. The goody two paws of the clan, 
you’ll often find him sleeping in the shape of a ball, eating, or 
enduring the abuse the other cats inflict on him. If not those 
things, he’ll be on someone’s lap (also retaining the ball shape) 
or laying behind an occupied chair, with one paw on its leg. All 
in all, he is an utter failure as a cat, but a pleasant pet-or, 
perhaps more accurately, decorative instrument—to have around 
the house. 

Remember how I saidJV^w' flaws in character”? Well, I 
think you know where this is leading now. After all, it’d be 
ridiculous to expect a perfect cat-though one can hope-and 
Crookie is no exception to that fact. Like the rest of the 
Seven Devils, he’s had a paw in many incidents. Among 
these is the Thanksgiving Fiasco, an event that took place 
when Crookie still made an effort to move—and not just his 
head or paw when turning to a new sleeping position. 
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It was in the beginning of Pebbles’ stay with the family. He 
was a frisky little kitten with active paws and, also as 
destructively, active bowels. Crookie, who, at that time, had 
nothing in semblance to a feline for companionship, happily 
took on the role of Friend for Pebbles. A.11 the other cats 
seemed to have internalized a strong distaste for the Shirazi, 
but to Pebbles, anyone who’d aid in a house-wide whirlwind 
of destruction was welcome to tag along. A.nd so began a 
match made in...Purr-gatory. If the two weren’t passed out on 
the carpet for a nap, they were streaking about the house, 
stumbling and sliding and crashing into anything in their way. 

The particular day of the Fiasco opened normally enough, 
save for the air being infused with the scents of turkey, pie, 
and other trademark dishes you usually find mushed together 
only on Thanksgiving. A.s you may have gathered from 
previous clues, it was indeed Thanksgiving, and Pebbles’ first, 
at that. A.11 of us in the family were busy with our usual 
work, so it was only near dinnertime when we finally starting 
setting up. The tablecloth was laid, the nice china was put out, 
the food was set in the center-all that, you know. A.s we all 
bustled about, we failed to notice two sets of pointed ears 
slinking about the room. Sure, it doesn’t seem much to fret 
about. A-fter all. I'd usually stood by with an eye out for a cat 
trying to snatch a nibble. But, then again, I did fail to mention 
one thing. The duo’s favorite target was the dining room table. 
To them, it was a chestnut-brown racing track with plentiful 
fragile obstacles, such as glasses and other things we humans 



don’t like broken on a daily basis. Now, the place was 
upgraded with all kinds of delicious dishes and pretty-looking 
plates; perhaps we unwittingly set up a new course in their 
warped little game. I can just imagine the two’s exchange... 

Pebbles: Five treats says you can’t take down the 
teacups and saucers! 

Crookie: You’re on! 

We were just about ready to eat. My mom and I 
entered the room to put the finishing touches in the center. A.s 
we came through the doorway, we were just in time to see the 
two creatures scrambling down the thin strip of table between 
the food and the plates. Then, after miraculously not sending 
anything flying into the wall, they both slid down on the other 
end. It would’ve been fine if they had just fallen off-it wasn’t 
a cliff, and honestly, if it was, they may have deserved that 
tumble. But, instinct kicked in. Commonly occurring by 
gripping human necks when their holding-position is shifted, 
sliding off the bed, or taking a fall, the claws of the paws are a 
valuable asset to any cat’s life. To Pebbles and Crookie, it was 
especially useful in fastening themselves to the end of the 
tablecloth. With the weight of an adult cat and his rather 
round sidekick, the tablecloth-along with its contents-began 
to advance towards them like an assembly line in overdrive. My 
mom and I sprang into action and pulled back the cloth. You 
don’t play a tug of war quite like one with your own 
dinner, really. 

When my dad showed up moments later, ready to feast, he 
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found his first course to be in Cat Extraction. The furry duo 
was then subjected to a lengthy process of unhinging each 
claw tangled up in threads and chunks of cloth. Then, they 
were sent to the kitchen in disgrace. That last bit was the most 
ineffective move of ours if we hoped for a peaceful dinner. I 
mean, there were no doors shutting anyone out. No sooner 
than our backs leaned against the chair's, Crookie and Pebbles 
were by our feet, eyes (or in Crookie's case, eye) as round as 
a fish's. A-dmittedly, they did look awfully cute when they 
begged for turkey bits, but of course they didn’t get a bite. 
Okay...maybe Crookie got a piece or two. 


*4 




Overseeing his kingdom in Riyadh 



The kingdom's on its own for twenty hours out of the day 
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When one sees Biscuit, they often wonder if he chipped 
his way into the world through a dinosaur egg rather than 
from a regular mama cat. A-t about the size of a Moyen poodle, 
he’s the largest of the clan, and, thanks to his vegetative habits, 
he also wins out in weight. So, really, it’s no wonder that he 
tends to strike fear into the hearts of passing strays and smaller 
dogs, especially when he fluffs up his spine and tail. I have to 
admit, though, that the whole “angry stegosaurus” aura about 
him is dampened by his sparkling pink collar and the squeaking 
noises he uses to communicate. Still, with his volatile 
temperament, the various, undesirable ways in which he 
utilizes his claws, and, of course, his great love of snuggling on 
the lap of his favorite person. Biscuit has built himself quite a 
name. As much of a reputation my Lilliputian dragon has now, 
though, he wasn’t quite so much to look at in the beginning. 

Ah, I can remember that day as if it happened in summer, 
four years ago...and, incidentally, it did It was almost midnight 
when I received a call from my dad, who was—at that moment- 
in the car, heading home from a business trip abroad He asked 
me to stay up for just a bit longer, to help him with 
“something” he was bringing. Naturally, I assumed it was an 
extra luggage or thing of that nature that he’d picked up on 
the way home; after all, there could be nothing else—logically. 
Of course, now, that last part can be laughed away. 
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So, my dad came, and I went out, ready to assist in the 
carrying of the bag. When I got to the car, though, my dad 
was busy trying to scrape something out from under one of 
the car seats. It took him a few moments, but soon enough, he 
was pulling out some formless, grayish lump that may as well 
have been a knotted-up ball of mold. But, as he held it up in 
the beam of a nearby streetlight, it revealed itself to me. Limp, 
black-eyed, and gray, with a skinny tail bearing a few light 
rings—certainly, I thought, it could be nothing else but a half- 
drowned rat my father fished out of the Danube. 

“This,” he said, gesturing at the cadaverous entity, “is 
that kitten I told you about. Remember? I almost missed my 
flight out because of him.” 

It wasn’t like I forgot, no. I remembered vividly his account 
of dashing to an airport restaurant—shortly, and I emphasize 
f/iortfy., before his flight—to purchase some tuna for a sickly 
kitten living in the airport’s underground parking lot. But 
surely, as scuzzy as that kitten might’ve appeared, it couldn’t 
look like the disaster before me. Yet, as we carried it into the 
house and its harsh light, its cattish features made themselves 
more or less apparent. The foxy snout so typical of the 
Arabian Mau, the pointed ears, the sprout of whiskers on 
either side of its nose...well, then again, those were all awfully 
indicative of a rat, too. 

My dad’s intention with the supposed kitten was voiced 
shortly after the thing was set in front of a food dish to drill 
away at some kibble. He felt sorry for its living arrangements. 
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and decided that the best course of action for us to take was to 
nurse him back to health and then send him on his merry way. 

I agreed We’d get a good deed out of it, the cat’d get a good 
life out of it. Win-win, yes? 

My mom glided into the room soon after Biscuit was carted 
in, and was staring at the new arrival with a look of what 
could best be described as shock and distaste, but once the 
situation was all explained, her and I mapped out a care plan 
for the “kitten”. 

The first bit of that plan took place the very next day-we 
all geared up with dish soap, filled and put a stopper in the 
sink, and then half-submerged the ratty creature in the water. 
A-lmost instantly we were greeted with a shock of orange as 
the gray of its pelt melted off. With some additional scrubbing 
-and, on the cat’s part, yowling as if he were being showered 
in acid—we were finally fully convinced that the animal was 
indeed a kitten, and a nice-looking one at that. Following the 
sponging, the kitten was put through other forms of what he 
likely perceived as torture from the way he reacted to each 
activity. Walks in a spacious yard, social interaction with 
tolerant, friendly cats, cuddles by a warm heater, surrounded by 
his family—he suffered painfully through them all as he grew 
larger in every dimension, particularly in that of the stomach. 
He was eventually dubbed “Biscuit” (the other name candidates 
were “Buttons” and “Parking Lot”), and once that happened, 
the original plan of only getting the cat back on his 
feet quite literally had the rug pulled from beneath it—and then 



rolled up, and chucked in a moving truck. 

Soon, we found ourselves purchasing pet carriers for 
our cross-country move to Jeddah—one for all our before- 
Biscuit cats, and one for...well, I suppose you can guess who. 
For a while, we did humor ourselves with the thought that 
we’d find little Biscuit a home once we settled down in the 
new place. Suffice it to say, he’s taking a catnap on my bed 
right now. I think he was lounging in the garden before he 
came in, too. A.h, I guess I’ll have to change the bedcovers 
later. 
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Revelation of the kitten 































Miss Ragdoll and I first crossed paths when I was a little 
child of ten and she was...rm not sure, really. It was an early 
morning in Riyadh, and I headed outside to give my kitten, 
Munchkin, some breakfast. I couldn’t find her in the front 
yard, so I ventured out to the back, and into the little “forest” 
of trees that was sprinkled behind our house. There, I found 
Munchkin frolicking in the bed of fallen leaves which 
blanketed the ground, as a dark, cat-like figure crouched 
nearby. Once I gave Munchkin her food, I investigated the 
figure and found it to be a fluffy tuxedo cat. It wasn’t shy or 
violent, and, when presented with a stolen nibble from 
Munchkin’s plate, it emanated a delicate sound unlike anything 
my young ears ever heard I had heard many cat noises in my 
time—especially when Silver floundered into the family—but I 
still haven’t heard a meow such like that tuxedo cat’s. Words 
can’t do it justice, but perhaps if you imagined a single note 
played on a violin, along with an overlay of a purr, you may 
get a blurred auditory picture. It’s no wonder I named her 
Mozart when I heard her sing, and, after that encounter, I was 
absolutely set on adopting her. 

Later that day, I was taking some banana muffins over to 
our next door neighbor as an introductory gift of sorts, since 
we had just moved in. A.s I unlatched their gate and entered the 
courtyard, I saw Mozart, my new cat, lounging on their 
outdoor table, acting as if she owned the place. I thought 
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nothing of it, as I thought it'd be best to be lenient with the 
cat, and rang the bell. I was greeted by a kindly, comfortable¬ 
looking Finnish lady, who delightedly accepted the muffins and 
started to chat with me. We stood for a long while, talking, 
and when we breached the subject of cats, she pointed at the 
sunning Mozart and told me she was her cat. “Mozart” was, in 
actuality, “Ragdoll”, and was named for her floppy composure 
when held When I went home—though I personally don’t 
remember this bit...perhaps it was suppressed?—I cried and cried 
that my Mozart was already someone’s. A.s if putting salt on 
the wound, my traitorous Munchkin ditched me within the 
first week of living in Riyadh to move in with a family a 
street over. 

A-S the years in Riyadh mounted, my neighbor, Ms. Saila, 
and I grew close, and I would often visit on the weekends for 
a chat. Throughout that time, I slowly began to accept that 
Ragdoll was hers, and moved on. I compensated for the loss of 
both “Mozart” and Munchkin by adopting three cats—one 
anxiety-ridden, one half-blind, and one deaf. I also would take 
care of Ragdoll as often as I possibly could, especially when 
my neighbor was on vacation. Ragdoll and I would spend 
weeks together; I'd drag her off on adventures across the 
neighborhood, while she'd struggle and use her signature escape 
tactic, the Nose Bite. In an honest retrospect, Ragdoll and I s 
friendship was awfully one-sided. 

It was nearing our fifth year in Riyadh when my dad 
announced we’d be moving to Jubail. A-fter a flurried month of 
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packing and sending the moving truck ahead, our car was 
loaded with our bags and three occupied cat carriers. It was, as 
all moving is, sad in a way—I’d miss those who I had come to 
know and all that. Of course, I felt especially sad that I’d never 
see the tuxedo songstress again. Or so I thought. With cat 
stories, is there really any normal, wrapped-in-a-bow ending? 
Sure, the credits roll as the car zooms into the sunset (literally 
—we left a bit before dusk)...and then the film is suddenly 
alight. It burns up in the center, and another reel must be put 
in. 

Fast forward to Jeddah, about two years later. I was in my 
bedroom doing nothing in particular when my mom came in and 
told me to prepare a litterbox as soon as possible. I had one 
there, freshly ridden of what I’d euphemize as “tootsie rolls”, 
but I added some extra sand just in case. A.s I was about to ask 
what the urgency for a cat toilet was, a carrier, its door bolted 
with a lock, was carried in. My mom, who was now talking to 
someone on the phone, motioned for me to crack open the 
cell. I knelt down to do so, and, as I started fumbling with the 
lock, there peered from behind the cage door the fluffy face I 
had come to know so well as a child Initially, I convinced 
myself that I had a fever of some extreme proportion that was 
causing me to see impossibilities like, say, a cat that belonged 
in Riyadh, five hundred miles away. A. cautious eye on the cat, 
I tugged the lock til it eventually fell off. When the cage was 
finally opened, Ragdoll still stared at me from its doorway, her 
tense expression practically saying, “I thought I was rid of 
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you, too!” 

Once Ragdoll squeezed out of her containment and slithered 
under the bed, my mom broke the news that our Ms. Saila had 
moved back to Finland and couldn’t take Ragdoll due to the 
creature’s seniority. Thus, arrangements were made. Some 
failed, but one—us—came through. Our former neighbor was 
delighted to know Ragdoll was in safe hands, and my inner 
ten-year-old self was just about prancing on the moon. The cat 
herself, on the other paw, made her own position known with 
a well-placed hiss from her new cavern beneath the bed 

Now, it's been a while since Ragdoll was transported over. I 
think she has finally come to terms with it, though she treats it 
a little as if she was given some fatal sort of diagnosis. Her and 
I, we re the old team we've always been, the crazy human and 
the cat who's had more than enough. The only difference is 
that her primary weapon, the Nose Bite, has undergone a 
change with her age. It doesn't deliver the pain it had in the 
past, no, but I have to say this: it isn't pleasant being viciously 
gummed when you're just trying to give her a pat. 
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In the windowsill 



She may look harmless, but she's ready to inflict a Nose Bite 



















There are many ways to describe Chani. She’s a very 
distinct cat, you know-spotted and striped and speckled with 
all kinds of colors, from bronze to cream. She’s got that Mau 
face, sort like a fox’s. In character, she’s silent, temperamental, 
and a proper murderess of all the things cats like to kill. It’s not 
uncommon in the mornings to come down to a mangled lizard 
placed just so in front of the back door. Yes, young Chani is 
an animal I’d call a “true feline”; she’s got all the qualities of 
the stereotypical useful (and attitude-ful) cat, unlike her five 
brothers and sister who are better thought of as as fur- 
encrusted ornaments for the home. A-S with all members of the 
species, though, she has her eccentricities and habits that 
throw some darkness on the whole “smart, independent cat” 
image. Sifting among the many—such as chewing on the tip of 
her own tail—there is one that has consumed at least three of 
her nine lives in stress. On the plus side, it has given the 
family a few stories to tell. 

It all began when Chani was brought over with her 
“brother”. Silver, to live with my family and I for good 
Though they were previously only fosters, they grew to like 
us, or perhaps more our yard, a great deal, so they made the 
final move some three years ago. Chani was overjoyed to 
gallop around outside once she was let out of her carrier. Grass 
in her paws, wind in her oat, lizard in her mouth...it was a 
dream come true for her. Each morning after breakfast, Chani 



would be at the door like a bloodhound at a scent, ready to 
have another adventure until she was dragged in at twilight. 

One night, after a few months, I couldn’t find Chani at all. I 
scoured the entire neighborhood, visited every empty house’s 
yard, asked whoever passed by-but to no avail. A.11 kinds of 
horrible scenarios whirled around in my head, with Chani 
meeting some grisly fate ending them all. A-fter a partly- 
sleepless night, morning eventually seeped through the 
windows, and I sprang up to conduct another sweep of the 
outdoors. A storm was making its pass in good old Jeddah, and 
through the heavy rain and desperate calls, I still couldn’t find 
my cat. Even more terrible possibilities swam into my head, this 
time with a twist inspired by the storm. Where was Chani? 

That night, after the storm raged itself to sleep, I took a 
walk outside with my mom and brother. As we passed an empty 
house, I caught an odd noise, like the beep of a horn, almost. It 
sounded vaguely like Chani’s voice, so I followed it, calling to 
it, until I narrowed it down to the front garden. The eerie 
sparkling of dewy grass, that somber quiet after rain, 
the deep shadows in every corner-at the scene and its sudden 
silence, I began to think I walked right into some trap. Perhaps 
a murderous clown was hiding behind a bush, secretly 
chuckling at how his honking bait actually managed to drag 
an idiot into his lair. But, then, the quiet was shattered by a 
crystal-clear meow, tumbling down from the...roof? I glanced 
up, and there was a feline face looking down at me. 

Indeed,' I thought, a clown /ias drawn me in to the yard.' 
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A-fter discovering Chani's unfortunate location, I tried 
multiple maneuvers to lure her down. From several ladders to 
holding up Silver in a classic Disney movie reenactment, the 
efforts did get more desperate, pathetically so, as time went on. 
Conveniently, Chani failed to respond to any and instead 
participated in a one-cat chorus of wails. I made up my mind to 
get assistance the next day, and left her to her operetta. 

The following morning, I got access to the empty house, 
and, after practically having to rip open the door to the second 
floor terrace, I climbed out to grab Chani. She was as grateful 
as rd ever seen her, purring and rubbing her face against mine 
as I carried her home. Cute, yes? A warm and fuzzy ending to 
a perilous story, right? Well... 

I was taking an afternoon walk a while after the 
incident unfolded, when I heard, from the same house, that 
beeping noise. It couldn’t possibly be Chani, could it? After 
having to cling onto a roof for two days—one during one of 
the worst downpours Jeddah’d ever seen-no cat with any 
sense would return. But, curiosity took me in anyway, and so 
I made my way to the yard I glanced up to the roof, hoping it 
to be an effort in vain. And, what was I greeted with but 
Chani’s face hovering above mine? 

"Meow,” she offered pitifully. 

And that was only the second time she pulled that stunt. 
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The model, half-awake 



Desecrating Silver's sink 



























My cat Tux, as all the laziest members of the feline race, 
prefers to spend his day on a pillow to work on creating in it a 
permanent, cat-shaped indent. While the other cats of the clan 
are off on ridiculous escapades and making decisions that may 
be summarized as “exceedingly poor”. Tux likes to go on 
adventures that take place exclusively in his dreams. This 
conveniently makes him one of the most pleasant cats of the 
bunch—low stress and low maintenance, all rolled up into a 
compact, black and white package. In fact, it seems like Tux 
isn’t even a cat. A.s every cat owner knows, each member 
of said species constantly drags itself into situations that border 
on ludicrous; thus. Tux’s demeanor is almost too good to be 
true. A-nd, of course, it is. 

W^hile Tux may not have his paws in the adventure pot 
anymore, his kittenhood’s got a story around every corner. 
They all contributed to Tux’s retirement from a life of being 
venturesome in some way or another. Even the creature 
himself eventually decided it wasn’t worth following in the 
pawsteps of Feline Destiny; he tired himself out by the time he 
was two. Yet, his record remains unforgotten by all-especially 
by those it impacted, and annoyed, the most. 

There’s no one story that can sum up what Tux was like 
when he was a baby (yes, he was that bad). I must say, though, 
there is one that paints an accurate picture of the rascally little 
cow-the tale of Tux’s first, and only, “kill”. 
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Like all his current “siblings”, Tux was and still is a 
hopelessly ineffective hunter. He was never able to bring home 
any grisly gift—thankfully—due to both his lack of skill and, 
later on in life, his lack of effort. He’d daydream and make 
occasional mews as he looked out the window, watching birds 
soar and bugs scurry, but he never made that oh-so-special 
catch. 

It was the morning of Tux’s first Eid I stepped outside 
to greet him and give him a treat when I noticed a bundle of 
feathers off to the side of the porch. A. sick feeling manifested 
at such a sight. I was sure that it could be nothing but a bird, a 
dead bird, that my kitten took the life from. What a way to 
start the holiday-with a funeral. I leaned closer to inspect it to 
see if I could maybe, just maybe, save the poor thing. A.s I did 
so. Tux emerged from his hiding spot in the bushes, chirping a 
hello. He stopped by the motionless white body of the bird and 
laid down beside it, a rumble of a purr hinting at his pride. 

“A-h, mother,” he seemed to say, “you’ve stumbled upon 
my victim!” 

I decided I should move him. I knew he’d probably start 
playing with his sick little treasure, and if he did, that’d be the 
last excuse my stomach would need to make its contents 
known to the porch. So, I leaned forward to push him aside, 
and, by chance, I caught a glance at an odd texture 
upon the bird’s side. Was that...? 

Tux rolled over to paw the clump, completely convinced that 
he had successfully committed murder. I assumed otherwise, so 


3' 



I took both a leap of faith, and the bird, from my cat’s clawed 
grasp. My suspicions were confirmed Instead of a warm, limp 
body, I held a felt-covered bird of Styrofoam, rough and dirty 
from garden soil. With its plastic feathers for wings and black 
beads for eyes, I believe it was most obvious then that I 
desperately needed glasses. A.s I chuckled. Tux looked up, his 
green eyes full of hope. He reminded me of a child presenting a 
parent with some macaroni art monstrosity—only his gift was 
meant to be a husk from which the life was brutally torn. 
Moved, and slightly disturbed, I congratulated him on his 
fruitful efforts with a pat on the head and a hug. Then, 
forcing its wire legs into an upright position, I left the bird to 
perch on the side of the outdoor grill—a monument to Tux’s 
milestone. 

While the toy itself is long gone now, it’s become a legend 
in the household that goes by the name “Eid Gift.” I have to 
admit, though, that I wonder to this day who on earth Tux 
stole it from. 
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Little Tux, big ears 



Big Tux, bigger attitude 
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It really doesn't matter what kind of feline you bring 
into your life. Whether you adopt a fancy-pawsy 
Persian or a mongrel off the street, a cat's still a cat...and 
it'll take you on the (mis)adventure of a lifetime. 



Through seven short stories and a special photo 
album at the end of each tale, Seven Savdi Cats 
follows the pointy-eared pets of the author through 
their funniest—and most ridiculous—escapades. 
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